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again. I told him to come in. He really looked
terrible. He had gone into his room to take off his
tie and collar, and through his open shirt I could see
that his breast was shining with sweat. He had not
shaved for several days and under his eyes were heavy
dark pouches of sleeplessness. His long white nose
also was covered with perspiration, and the backs of
his freckled hands.

He sat down and, looking up at me, said:

* Lizzie,   I   can't  stand  much   more   of this.
They're hunting me everywhere.'   Then he added:
* This is the first cool place I've been.    How nice
your room is, how tidy.   How cool and neat you are
yourself,'   He touched my grey dress with his hand.

There was a white bowl with some chrysanthe-
mums in it on my dressing-table. He went up and
fingered them as though he had not thought they
were real.

I asked him who were hunting him.

* Look here, Uncle Michael,' I said.   * If there's
something you ought to tell them, something on your
conscience, go and tell them.   It's much better.'

* There's nothing on  my  conscience/ he said
fiercely.    Then he went on:   * If they'd left every-
thing alone it would have been much better.   Only,
of course, they couldn't,' he added.   * They weren't
allowed to.'

I said that what he needed was sleep and that I
had some tablets. I went to my dressing-table. But
he stopped me. No, it wasn't sleep he needed. If
he did sleep it would only be worse when he woke.
Then he said, would I come with him into the study?
(That was what we called the room where father used
to do his business.) He said that there was someone